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THE STORY OF "PARSIFAL" 

(From A Book of Optras, by Henry Edward Krehbiet, by permission of 
The MacmillaR Company, Copyright, 1911.) 

A lad, hotfoot in pursuit of a wild swan which one of his arrows has 
pierced, finds himself in a forest glade on the side of a mountain. There 
he meets a body of knights and esquires in attendance on a king who is 
suffenng from a wound, The knights are a brotherhood of nwn whose 
mission it is to succor suffering innoccnce wherever they may find it. 
They dwetl in a magnificent casüe on the summit of the mountain within 
whose walls they asscmble every day to contemptate and adore a miraculous 
vessel from which they obtain both physicat and Spiritual sustenance. In 
Order to enjoy the benefits which flow from this talisman, they are rcquired 
to preserve their bodics m ascetic purity, Their king has fallen from thii 
«State and been gricvously wounded in an encounter with a magician, who, 
having faiied in his ambition to enter the order of knighthood, had built 
ft Castle over against that of the king, where, by practice of the black art 
and with the help of aircns and a sorceress, he seeks the min of the 
pure and celestial soldicry. In his hands is a lance which once belonged 
to the knights, but which he had wrested from their king and with which 
he had given tiie dolorous stroke from which the king is suffenng. 

The healing of the king can be wrought only by a touch of the lance 
which Struck the wound, and this lance can be regained only by one able 
to withstand the sensual temptations with which the evil-minded sorcerer 
has surrounded himself in his magical castle. An oracle that had spoken 
from a vision which one day shone about the talisman, had said that thia 
deliverer should be a guileless fool, an innocent simpleton, whom compas- 
■ionate pity had made knowing : 

"Through pity knowing, 

The blameless fool; — 
Wait for him, 

My chosen tool I" 

For this hero, kii^ and knights are waiting and loi^i^, since neither 
lotions nor baths nor ointments can bring relief, though they be of the 
rarest potency and brought from all the ends of the earth, The lad who 
thus finds himself in this worshipful but woful Company is himself of 
noble and knightly lineage. . . . But he has been reared in a wilder- 
ness, far from courts and the institutions of chivalry and in ignorance of 
the World lying beyond his forest boundaries. His father died before he 
was bom, and his mother witbheld from him all knowlcdge of knight- 
hood, hopii^; thus to keep him for herseif. One day, however, he saw a 
cavalcade of horsemen in brilliant trappings. The spectacle stirred the 
chivalric spirit slumbering within him; he deserted his mother, followed 
after the knights and set out in qucst of adventure. His mother died of 
• broken heart 
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In the domain whither his qaarry had led the lad, all animals were held 
sacred. A knight rebukes him for his misdeed in shooting the swan and 
nie leads him to break his bow and arrows. From a stränge crcature in 
the Service of the knights, he leams of the death of his nwüicr, who had 
perished for love of him and grief over his desertion of her. He is ques- 
tioned about himself, but is singularly ignorant of everything, even of his 
own name. Hoping that the lad may provc to be the guileless fool to 
whom knowledge was to come through pity, the knight escorts him to the 
temple, which is the sanctuary of the talisman' whose adoration is the daily 
occupation of the brotherhood. Th^ walk out of the forest and find 
themselves in a rocky defile of the mountain. A natural gate-way opens 
in the face of a cliff through which they pass and are lost to sight for a 
Space. Then they are seen ascending a sloping passage, and little by Üttle, 
the Tocks lose their ruggedness and begin to take on architectural contours. 
. . . At last they arrive in a mighty Byzantinc hall, which loses itself 
upward in a lofty, vaulted dorne from which li^ht streams downward and 
illumines the interior. Under the dome, within a colonnade, are two 
tables, each the segment of a circle. Into the hall there come in proces- 
sion, knights wearing red mantles on which the image of a white dove is 
embroidered. They chant a pious hynin as they takc their places at the 
ref ectory tables : 

"In f ellowship and union 

We gather day by day ; 
And thus in swcet communion 

The blest rite we essay." 

The king, whom the lad had seen in the glade, is bome in on a litter, 
bcfore him a veiled shrine containing the mystical cup which is the object 
of the ceremonious worship. It is the duty of the king to unveil the talis- 
man and hold it up to the adoration of the knights. He is conveyed to a 
raised couch and die shrine is placed before him. His sufferings of mind 
and body are so poignant that he would liever die than perform his office; 
but the voice of his father, who had built the sanctuary, established the 
Order of knighthood and now lives on in his grave sustained by the sight 
of the talisman, admonishcs the king of his duty. At length, he consents 
to perform the function imposed upon him by his ofRce. He raises him- 
self, painfully, upon his couch. The attendants remove the covering from 
the shrine and disciose an antique crystal vessel which they reverently 
place before the lamentable king. Boys' volces come wafted down from 
the höhest height of the dome, singing a f ormula of consecration : 

"Take my body and eat, 
Take and drink of my Wood, 
Of my great love the token." 

A dazzling ray of light flashes down from above and falls into the cup 
which now glows with a reddish purple lustre and sheds a r ift radiance 
around. The knights have sunk upon their knees. The king lifts the 
luminous chalice, moves it gently from side to side, and thus blesses the 
bread and wine provided for the refection of the knights. Meanwhile, 
cclestial voiccs proclaim the words of the oracle, another choir ecstatically 
hynuis the power of faith and at the end an impressive antiphon, startisg 



with the knights, ascends hifher and higher, and, calling in gradually the 
voices of invisible singers in the middle height, becomes metamorphosed 
into an angelic cancicte as it takes its flight to the summit. 

The lad disappoints his guide. He understands nothing of the solenm 
happenings which he has witnessed, nor does he ask their meamng thouf^ 
his own heart had been lacerated with pain at sight of the king's suffer- 
- ii^. He is driven from the sanctuary with contumely. He wanders 
forth in quest of further adventures and enters the magical garden sur- 
rounding the castle of the sorcerer. A number of knights who arc sent 
against him he puts to rout, Now the magician sununons lovely women 
clad in the habiliments of flowers to seduce him with their charms. They 
sing and play about him with winsome whcedlings and cajoleries, wiÜi 
insinuating blandishments and dainty flatteries, with pretty petulanciei 
and delectable quarrellings. But they fail of their purpose; as does also 
an unwilling siren whom the magician evokes with powerful conjum- 
tions. It is Kundry, who is half Magdalen, half wicked sorceress ; a mes- 
sei^r in the service of the pious knights (and as such hideous of aspect), 
a tool in the hands of the magician (and as such supematurally beautiful. 
It was to her channs that the suffering king had yielded. To win the 
youth she teils him the story of his mother's death and gives to him her 
last message and — a kiss ! At the touch of her impure lips a flood of 
passion, hitherto unfelt, pours through the veins of the lad, and in its 
suig^e comes understanding of the suffering and woe which he had wit- 
nessed in the castle on the mountain. Also a scnse of his own remtssness. 
Compassionate pity brings enlightenment ; and he thrusts back the woman 
who is seeking to destroy him. Finding that the wiles of his tools have 
avaited him naught, the wicked magician, himself , appears to give battlc ; 
for he, too, knows the oracle and fears the coming of the king's deliverer 
and the loss of the weapon which he hopes will yet enable him to achieve 
the mystical talisman. He hurls the lance at the youth, but it remains 
suspended in midair. The lad seizes it, makes the sign of the cross, speaks 
some words of exorcism and garden, castle, damsels — all the works of 
enchantment — di sappear. 

Now the young hero is conscious of a mission. He must find agün 
the abode of the knights and their ailing king, and bring to them sur- 
cease of suffering. After long and grievous wanderings, he is again 
directed to the castle. Grief and despair have overwhelmed the knights, 
whose king, unable longer to endure the torturc in which he has lived, has 
definitively refused to perform his holy office. In consequence, His 
father, no longer the recipient of supernatural sustenance, has died, and 
the king longs to follow him. The hero touches the wound in the side of 
the king with the sacred spear, ends his dolors, and is hailed as king in his 
place. The temptress, who has followed him as a penitent, freed frc«n a 
curse which had rested upon her for ages, gocs to a blissful and eternal 
rest 
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ACTL 

(Tkf epenmg of tkt eurtain ditelestj a landteate lym§ vilhM tkt do m a t m «/ 
Iht Knigktt of the Groil. It ü a forttt glade ovtf wkiek tht turroitndiito trttt eati 
m thade vihich lends it soUmnily uritlMut gloom, Tkt rtffion it that of tht northtrm 
mounlaiiu of Gothic Spain. Front tht middlt fortgroMnd Ihtrt Ü a jfndital tieft 
dovmwardt to a detp'^ing forest lakt. AI tht Itft u jten tht btpintuttg of * fetk 
which leads to ■ eattU on the tummit of Monsalvat, built by TUttrel, foundtr of 
the Knights of the Orail, to be their domieilt and tht tanttuary enjhriHing tkt 
sacred reite of which they ort the gtiardianj. Thit reite is tht Holy Graä, tht 
ehaltet used by Christ at the Last Supper with his disciplei and «• which Hit 
Hood wat eaught tvhen Hit side was pttrced e» tht crots. 

Day is breaktng and Gumemans, Kmght of the Grail, a ma» of yeart, but ttitt 
vigoroMS, lies aslerp with two youthftU Sqtiirts under « trtt. Front tht dirtetüm *f 
the Costlt fall the sounds of tht moming call:') 



1 1| . ■ V^rff-Y^^T^ 



Gumgmaiu: 
(Waking and ronsing »p tkt Sguiresy 
What ho! Wood-wardens ye? 
Slecp-servitors, rather. 
Aw^ at least with the monüng. 
(,Th* soltntn call is contimud: 




and tkt iwo Sqmret hap itp.) 

Hear ye the call? Give thanks to God 
That grace is granted ye to hear it. 
IHt knetls with (h/ Sguires and thry siltnlly offer thtir motin prmjir.} 
Now up, young gentles ! Look to the bath, 
Await our royal master's Coming. (He looks towaris the tefl.) 
The litter bearing him in pain 

Advancing couriers show is near. {Two Kniffht» tnter.y 
All haill How fares Amfortas, knights? 
Füll early he his bath is seeking. 
The baisam which Gawaine's 
Valor, skill and art procured, — 
I trust it servcd to ease his pain ? 
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Second Knight: 

You do but trust, you who all thinfs know? 

More keen aod poignant the pains 

And torments soon retum'd; 

Sleepless, in sheer exhaustion, 
He bade pripare an early bath. 

GumetHang: 
(Bomns his htad. maurnfuU)) 
Fools are we to hope for melioration 
Where only eure can ease him. 
Seek ev'ry simple, ev'ry lotion, 
Near and f ar throughout the world, 
There's but onc h^ing, 
But one healerl 

Second Knight: 
And who is he? 

GumemanM: 

(Evatwely) 

Look to the bath. 

(Tht Sqitirtt havt hod Iheir alttnHon ealUd la tk* backgrtmnd and are loolitni 
lo tht righl,} 

Second Sgu»-e: 

See therel The devil's dam againl 

First Sqmre: 

The mane of her hellish mare wildly streamingl 

Second Knight: 

Hat Kundry 'tis! 

First Knight: 

No doubt she brings tidiogs. 

Second Squire: 

The mar« is reelii^l 

First Squire: 

Has the creature winss? 

Second Squire: 

She*! skimming now aloi^ die groundl 

First Squa-e: 

Her long mane is sweeping the mosi. ■ 

Second Knight: 

She hurla herself down from the beaitl 

7 
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Kundry: 

{Sk4 nulut htuhty upon the sctnr almost itaggtring. Sht wnri moagt garb, 

huked high on her hipt and htld by a girdti of tnakesktn tßiitk long, dangling mdt. 
Htr block hair (lowt loouly; htr compUxion, dark bronm. Sht hos pitreing block 
tytt whieh sl hmtt hla*t wüdly hut oftener ort dull and ttaritv- She hmrritt tt 
OtmtmoMM aitd thnuU o tmoll erystol ßatk into hit hands.*) 

Here— Take this— Balsahi I 
GurnemanM: 
Whence brought you this lotion? 

Kundry: 
From distant lands which you know nat^ht of. 
Should its virtues fail 
All Araby yields 
Nothing eise for his relief I 
Ask me no more. — I am weary. 



Givnemam: 
He comes, borae on bis bed of tonnent. 
Ah, woef What grief my heart t^prcsses 
At sight of one, in lordly manhood 
The master of a conqu'ring race, 
Now to affliction fall'n a slavel 

More gently. List) The master groans. 
{Tht sqtürtj siop mid tet dovm iht Utter.) 

^''Kundry drawa her elementi from the Grail ronutncei, from ChriiHan legendi, 
from fairy talea uid from the profoundest depthi of the poef i imugination. In du 
Welah tale her prototypc is the hero'i cousin who is under k spell, ttnd in accordanc« 
with the popnl&r tale fonnnla appears as a loathly damsd tmtil her ktnaman achierc« 
the vengeance demanded by family ties. Then she appeari in her trnc form u a 
handiome youth. In Wolfnun Kundrie lo Sorciiri is only the Grail Mesienger, and 
as iiich ii hideouB of appearance; the temptreia of the Magic Garden ii a beauteoni 
damsel named Orgehue. Wagner united both attributes in hii creatioa Ai a peni- 
tcnt, aeeldng atoncment for sin committed, she b a loathly damsel. Ai a siren ihe 
ii a tool of Ktingtor, to whose power she is subject while asleep. She has inntuner- 
able prototypei in fairy-lore who are released from wicked speUs by the Idssei of 
handsome princes, the fidelity of husbands or the granting of their will), ai in The 
Uarriage of Sir Gawaine'."— ^'fwf«* m (V IVagnerian Drama, by H. E. Kreh- 
bicl, page 194. 

Knndry's emotions and activities are characterized by severat motivi, of which th« 
prindpal onet are (a) \ -f V S ' J f. Ir its rhythm, snggeating her wild rid^ 

and (b) I 'i ^ C--^' ^^^^^ ^ which publishes her tumultuODslifemider the CUM 
prononnced against her. 
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Amfortas.-* 
Thanks ! Thanks 1 Tis well. A moment'« rest 
A night of torture bome, 
Now nature's glorious tnoml 

The lake again 
My heavy load shall lightea, 

Shall ease my pain 
The night of gloom shall brighten. Gawainc 

Second Knight: 
Gawaine, my lord, is not here. 
When that the healing herb 
He found through arduous labour 
Did but thy hopes deceive, 

Upon another quest at once he hurriedl 
Amfortas: 
Unsanctioned ? He shall pay the forfeit 
For slighting thus the Grail's coRunandl 
Ah ! Woe betide the heedless hero 
If into Klingsor's snare he falls ! 
Leavc me in peace with my affliction 
Until comes he, of blest prediction: 
"Through pity, knowing" — 
Was't not thus? 

Gumemans: 
Twas thus we oft wcre told. 
Amfortas: 
"The blameless fool. — " 
Methinks I could proclaim him 
Dared I but "Death" to name himl 

* The Tisible sj^nbol of snSering among the personales of the pUj is Amfortat. 
He. too, has come Jnto the Christianized legrend from the secular rotnances and 
folk-tales. In the earlier forma he f» simply the represeotative of tmaatisfied ven- 
geance, symbolized in the bardic emblem of the bleedin; lance. In the Frencb 
rofflanccs and Wolfram's poem he is a royal fiaherman. Btit always, even in the 
Welsh tale, he is a aufferer whose healing depends apon the asidng of a qaestion 
by a predestined bero. In the Mabinogi of Pertdur (the Welsb PerciTal) and the 
French romaneea the question goes simply to the meaning of the talismans which 
>re aotemnly displayed. Wolfram deepens the ethical significance immeasnrably by 
changing it to "What ails thee, Uncle?" It is the »ympathy thns manifested that 
brinjrs the fiaher-ldng'g auflerings to an end ; and the failure to ask the question ob 
the first visit . . . is tbe canse of the long wanderings and many trials which teit 
and temper the religiona nature of Partival. Wagner, by ignoring the question 
which plays so important a part in all the other versions, and making the heating 
of Amfortas depend upon a touch of tbe sacred lance, has gained a theatrical efCect 
■t the expenae of a profoundly beaiitiful ethical principle."— vJmdwj in 1k* Wag- 
»erian Drama," by H. E. Krehbiel, page 186. This is the masical syinbol of tfae 
mffering Amfortas: 
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Gurntmomg: 
(Hmmdmg Kundr/t flaik t« Amftrt&t} 
Patience, lord, give trial to this lotion. 

Amfortas: 
Whence came this itrangs, fantastic fiaskf 

GunitmonM: 
For thee f rom distant Araby, a mcMnent siim. 

Amfortas: 
Who was't that brot^t it? 

GumtnuMu: 
The hag who Tonder lies. 
Come, Kundry, upl 
{Kmndry rtftutt te ebty, and rtmahu lyimg •• Ik» §mm4} 

Amfortas: 
You, Kundry? Am I again jrour debtor, 
Yoa willing, tireless sUve? 
Ah well I The lotion I must needs essaj 
If bat to requite your true devotion. 
Kundry: 
(Tkrowmg herulf rettUuly ubouf) 
No thanksl Ha, hat— How can thanks hetp thee? 
No thanks. Quick I Quick— the bathl 

lAmfortoi o*vts Ihr ngn for dtporturt and the trat* movtt away towardt Iht 
dttfer baekgrottHd. Goitrtumaiu gatet MOHm/wlIy afttr it, K%iüry, who ha» 
remtmed behM with kirn, tlUI litt w^om tht groutia. S^mirn com* aäd go.) 

Tkird Squirt: 
Hey, witch-wifel 
Why lie you there like a savage beast? 

Kundry: 
Are not even beasts here sacred? 

Third Squirt: 
Aye, sacred they, 'tis true; 
But you leave us still in doubt. 

Fotirth Sqttirt:* 



Hm I Doet >he bring hirm to 700? 

When ye stand »ore perplex'd 
How beit to send tidtngs to distant conntriM 

Whcre our loiights are in danger 

YoB ■carccb' know wbere — what then? 

*The pamsei in tnulter type arc omitted in the ptTforauacM at the Uelro- 
politaa Opera tfouH, New York. 
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Who, ere jt hive gathered your wltt 

Pliei away in the tempest's wild track 

A message bearing to them and back? 

No food she aska nor aid from you, 

Naught in common hath she wiUi yoti^' 

But if danger be n»r, and need of aid. 

Her zeal «'er lends her the wings of tbc wind/— 

But ne'er a wiih for thanks yoo'II 6nd. 

Strange fancyl If this be baneful, 

Her malice to you is gainfui I 

Third Sguirt: 
She hatei us all. 
But lookl What venom in her sullen j^txnct. 

Fourth Squirt: 
A pagan she — a sorceress. 

Gurnemans: 
True. 
Mayhap a curse upon her lies, 
On earth to stay 
Till pur^d away 
Be sitis and crimes long since committed 
Which in their day were unacquittcd. 
Meekly repentant, in deep sadness, 
To our knightly guild her deeds bring gladnesi. 
In all she does much goodness lies, 
Help for herseif and sacrifice. 

Third Sqvire: 
But is't not she who is to blame 
That o'er us grief and suff'ring came? 

Gurnemang: 
Aye. 
Oft it chanc'd when she was gonc a space 
Some dire misfortune camc apacc. 
I've known her many years 
But Titurel knows her much longcr. 
The day our walls were consecrated 
He found her in the underbrush. 

Benumbed, lifeless she lay. 
And thus Bgain I found her lately, 
E'er the misfortune did befall 
Which the sorcerer o'er the mountain 
So shamefully on us has wrought. 

{To Kundry.} 
Here, you! Usten and speak; 
Whcrc were you wandering about 
What time our lord the lance did lose? 

(Kundry maintaini a morose ailtnee} 
Why thei in vain did we seek your help? 



H 
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Kumdry: 
I never belp. 

Fovrth Squire: 

She says't hersdf. 

Third Sqmre: 

If fahhful she aad free from fear 

Theo send her in quest of the missing speac. 

Gurnemanx: 

{Gloomily) 

Peace. That were idle; 

'Gainst it there lies a ban. 

iWith dttp emotio») 

O, wondrous, marvcllous, 

wound-hallow'd spearl 

1 saw thee brandished 
By sacril^ous arm, 

{Lott tn Tttrotpeeiion) 
Whilst it was thine, Amfortas, all-too-daring, 
Wbat pow'r could ever härm thee, 
What magic c'er disarm thee? 
Within yon walls cur bero, led aatray, 
To wicked woman's wiles, he falls a prey 
In her embraces long he lingers, 
The spear falls idly from his fingers. 
A cry of pain. — I thithcr fly, 
See Klingsor, laughing, disappear 
And bear with him the sacred spear. 
The king's retreat I valiantly defended, 
But on his body saw a wound distcnded — 
A woful wound, the which will ne'er be wholel 
{Tht First and Seeond Squiret relum from tht takt) 

Third Squire: 
Then tho« knewest Klingsor? 
Gw^emans: 
(To the Squires) 
How fares our master' 

First Squire: 

Refreshed 1^ the bath. 

Seeond Squire: 

The baisam eased the pain. 

Gwyietnam: 

O, woful wound, the which will ne'er be wholel 

(TSe Third and Fourth Squires kaving already teated ihemtekMt »t (iW '«t 
tf Gunewnuu, tht Qtfttrf nov labt plaees bfside them »nder the trtt.) 
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Thvä Sqidrt: 
Wise father, pray speak, we b^ of thee — 
Tbou kncwest Klingsor — how might that be? 
Gtimtmanx: 
Titurd, the godly Hng, 
Knew Klingsor well. 
What time the pagan Horde with craft and niight 
The realm of our true faith did menace. 
Down came to hitn, in sacred, solemn night, 
A host, our Saviour's messengers angelic. 
The cup, which pass'd at that Last Supper holy, 
That sacred cup, that vessel consecrated, 

Which caught His blood when oo the cross He died, 
And cke the sacred lance which pierc'd His gide — 
The holy proofs of love's great sacrifice — 
These to the keeping of our king they gave. 
*To ^ard it well he reared a templc 
And je, to Service hither bidden, 
Who came by paths to sinners hiddea. 
Know pure alone are wanted — 
Tbem brotherhood is granted; 
For Service 'mongst the poor, oppress'd and Iowtr 
The Gr>i] doth givc them vigor holy. 
Hence 'twai denied to bim, tho' hard he itrove, 
— Klingsor — to join the holy brotherhood. 
Alone, secluded, to yonder Valley went he, 
Mid heathen ^oves a habitation bailt 
Wherein he sinn'd that never has been told tat; 
There by sore penanc« he sanctity invok'd. 
Utiable thua to deaden sinful inclination 
He tum'd hii band against bimself 
In hope the Grail he thus might gain. 
With scom the impious act the master apnm'd 
And Klingsor's rage to fearful purpoie tum'd: 
Hia wretched sacrifice in vain 
To magic's vile art he would attain. 

Nor long did wait. 
The desert soon became a gorgeous gxrden 
Where damsets bloom'd with charnis infemaL 
There for the Grail's pure knights he lies in waitinf , 
With lust his trap deceitful baiting. 
Whom he ensrares is bat forever. 
And many fall to his endeavour. 
Old Titurel. hii strength not daring measore 
His >on endowered with the treasnre. 
Amfortaa, fir'd by pious »al, 
With valor rash tum'd gain st the ill. 
The sequel need not be retold : 
Tbe spear is now in Klingsor's hold; 
When he the saintlj ranks has thus depleted 
The holy vessel'i rape he sees completed. 

Foitrth Squire: 
Ow dutj*! plaia: the spear we muit retrierel 

Third Squire: 
Ahl Happy he who shall the quest achieve. 

* Omitted al tbe perfonnancet at the Metropolitan Opera Hotuc, Kn; Yorit. 
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GmnemoHM: 
Within the plunder'd sacristy 
Amfoitas knclt, devoutly praying, 
From heav'n a sign of aid involang. 
A radiant light shone from the holy vessd, 
A voice celestial spoke in accents dcar 
Words wbich around the sacred cup were glomnc: 



Squirts and Knigkts: 

"Through pity, knowing, 
The blameless fool; — " 

iCriiS md tatU from Knigkis and, Squirts are heori from (JW ifrtetlom «f Un 
lakt; Gtmumötu atüt tk* foitr Squirtt Hart up and look abffui im alarm.} 
Squirts and Knights: 
(_Bekind tht tcenet) 
Ahl Woel Who ia the tniscreant? 
{A wild flMM fimlitrt vith weary vwif« from Iht M* fottomtd ky Knl^Ut 
mti Svürti.) 

LookI Seet A flutt'ring swani 
Seel He is wounded. Ah, pityl 
Shameful t 
iTht mom, afttr a fttbU flight. faUs fskotutid to Iht premi. TA# Mttmd 
Kmigfa fttüt OM Mrrom from Ui breast.) 

GumematiM: 
Who did the deed? 
First Knight: 
A happy omen seemed it to our master 
When o'er the lake came cirdiog the swaa. 
Then sped a shaft — 

Sqitires and Knights: 
iDr^aomg in Parjifal)* 
Twas he! Yes, hei Here is his weapon, 
Hera the shaft like all the rest. 

"Wc find Partifal on his entrance only a thoughtless, impetuotu forat hd, 
mleinied in the affairs of life, utterly unconscious of its conventioni — in ahoiX 
another YoimK Siegfried. He is the hero of the (Keltic) 'Great Fool' itoriei, bnt 
in the proceii of Christianiiing the character i, new meaning: has been given to thi 
epithet He ii a chosen vessel for a divine deed because he is a pure, or Kuilelei^ 
fooL In thii, though the auggeition was derived from the old Ary»n »Ik-talct 
w« are obli^ed to see b new, a Christian symbolism, the spirit of which may b< 
found in Christ's words, 'Wliosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God u ■ 
Uttle chUd shall not enter iL' In Wagner's conception of the legend it was necea- 
ury that the hero be one as guiltless of all knowledge of sin at he was of th< 
■ecessity and nature of salTation. Enlightenment was to come to him throogfa coa- 
passion, or fellow-iufiering, and (his enlightenment was to enable him in tun t« 
Ksist temptation and bring surcease of sufierbg to Amfortot, Kimdry and tha 
aonunuoitj of the Grsil )Bä(^U"—Stud\tf m tkr Wagntriam Droma, hf IL W- 
Er«hbiel pv« 174. 
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Gimemom: 
Wu't ym who IdMed the gentle creatnre? 

Parsifal: 
None eise. lo fl^t I nerer miss tny aim. 

GumemoHM: 
Tben this j<mr deed 1 Docs it not fill jnni witb dreul I 
Knights and SqtUr*s: 
Let bim be punishedl 

GwtifmanM: 
Monstrous, cmcl deed t You could do murder 
Here in sacred woodland, 
Where peace received you in its arms ; 
Whose native dwellers met you without fear — 
Gave you asylum and love I 
Qieering chant of birds rang f rom eacb leify bot^. 

What härm did the faithf ul swan ? 
His mate fondly seeking, he took wing 
In cirding flight across the cool wave 
Its health-rcstoring virtues to renew. 
Naught thought you of this : to test of skill 
Alone it prompted idle desire. 
He had our love; — What is he to you? 
Here, behold I Here Struck yotir ehaft — 
Cold dota of dark bloodi 
Look 1 Limp hang his pinions — 
Hia snowy plumage soiled with red stains 1 
Lustreless his eye, — Gonc is it» light ! 
tPmtifa}, who koi Kjtentd to Gur»tmana with grawmg tmoHon, »om irfka 
U mv M»rf throwi hü «rrmu away.) 

Are you not conscious of evil doing? 

iPartifal rubt his tyit as if htwiUtrtd) 
Why did you conunit this crime? 

Parsifal: 
I knew naught of crime. 




PornfttTt Htroic Thtmt. 



The iwaa dies to « remittiscence of the "awsm banBoniei" in 'Xohengrio." 
Thcrc ii a «iaiilar nse bjr Wagner of a tntuica] qnotatian from hii owv worin io 
'Vm Ifaiatcningcr" when Kom Sacht referi to the itörj* of Trötiaa and In alt 
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Gumemang: 
Whence did you come? 

Parsifat: 

That know I not 
Gumemanz: 
Who is yoar fathcr? 

Parsifal: 

That know I not 
Gumema«t: 
Who guided you to this region? 
Parsifal: 

That know I not 
Gumemanx: 
V/hat name have you? 

Parsifat: 

Once I had many 

But none of them can I recall. 

Gttmemans: 
You know then nothing at all? 
(So dull a fool I never saw 
Save Kiindry therel) 

(7o tht Squint) 
BeoffI 
Do not ncglcct our master's bath ; — 
Give aid. 

(Tlu Squittt having placed the drad twa» rtveremtly mfon a hier of frtth 
hroMcktt, carry il away toward Iht tak*. Gumemang, Parsifal and K»mdry~-ta at 
ni*—art fitu4ly Itfi äont.) 

Now speaki 
Of all I've asked you know nothing; 
Now teil me what you know; within your ken 
There must be something. 

Parsifal: 
YesI 
I have a mother — Herzeleide, her name.* 
Mid trees, in a houseless wildemess 
Wai our home. 

•Ttriifiri mother does not enter the drama, but il only ipoken of; yet ■ 
Qrplckl phrase ii allotted to her, and is introduced for the first time under circum- 
ttancei that are profoundly poetical and pathetic. Parsifal is being questioned bj 
Gwntmata. To all interrogations save one, he has the Single answer, 'I do not 
kkow.' Asked hii name, be aniwert : 'Once I had nun;, but now I remenber nonak' 



Gumemanx: 
Where got you your veapon? 
Parsifal: 
Myself tnade the bow to drive the hnagry eagles 
From the forest. 

(Kmdry, wko often, during Gttmeman^s narrathe of the feit of Ahpobtas, 
kad repealedly and uneiuily throvm herseif about, tttll lyiittt itpom Iht groimd, afUr 
kttt^y eyeing Partifal, who hos rtmaiited quiti, calU out hoaritly.) 



Yet gentle would secm your birth, your lineare knjghtly. 
How came it, then, you were never taught 
Use of weapons more worthy? 

Kundry: 
A widow'd, grief-stricken mother 
Bore him when in battle perish'd Gamtiret. 
From fate like his to save her darling son, 
Secluded, stränge to arms, unguided, 
A f ool, she reared the stripling in f cJly I 

Parsifal: 
YesI 
, One day along the e<^ of tiie wood 
There came a troop of shining nien, 
On splendid beasts moiuited. Much I longed 
To be like them; but, laughing, 
They hurried away. I followed fast 
But never could overtake them. 
(Ver waste places sped I— o'er hill, down dale; 
Oft feil the night — then came the day — 
(Kmtdry hat ristn and atproocktd ntar to Partifal OMd 
My trusty bow never fail'd me, — 
From huge men and beasts it sav'd me. 

Kundry: 
Aye! 
Robbers and giants oft feit its bitel 
The lusty young stripling taught them to fear tnm. 

r It ucompaiiied b; the HtrMtUidt phrate : 



Symbol of Herseltidt. 
To find thf dnt to this tomewhat enigimtic proceedinK reiort mut b« lia4 
to Wagner"* model, Wolfram, where it i> laid of uie lad'i motber Hut 
'A thoHsand times the taid, tendtrly: 
Bon filt, chtr fiU, bnm filt.' 
"These were die ntnes irhich Partifal once Icnew hnt had forsotlsiL Ther ai« 
»■■ocialed in hia mind vith his «ethcr, and thereforc the alluiion b accomptnled 
1^ the HtrMtltidt phn»e."—Slvdiet in the Wagntriam Droma, bjr H. E, Krdifai^ 
page 189. 
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Parsifal: 
(In jw^rij*.) 
Who has fear of me? 

Kundry: 

The wicked. 
Parsifal: 
Those who'd have hanned me — were they bad? 
Wlio is good? 

Gumemanz: 
(Laught, thtn gravis jerious.) 
Your dear mother whom you dcserted 
And who now pines and grieves for you. 

Kundry: 
She grieves no more. — His mother is deadi 
Parsifal: 
(Horrified.) 
Dead? My mother? Not so I 
Kundry: 
I saw her die as I was passing; 
To you, poor fool, she sent greeting. 
(Partifal tprings fipon Kundry tn a rage and seites her by tht throat. Gitrne- 
maH* rtttroint hm.) 

Gumemanz: 
Impetuous madmattl Murder again? 
What wrong has she done? 
She spoke but truth ; for Kundry 
Never lies though much she has Seen. 
{After Gumeman* hat freed Kundry, Parsifal Stands for a sfaee, at if meapa- 
bU of tnotion.) 

Parsifal: 

My strength leaves me ! 
(As soon as Kundry hat reeogniied Parsifofs eondttion she kurritt to o forest 
spring and now brings water in a hora, sPrinkles his face ond offers htm « driHk.) 

Gumemanz: 
Well done. 'Tis like the Grail's compassion. 
He evil bans who retums good for iU. 
X Kundry: 
(She tums away, sadly, and white Garnenusnn busies Mmielf with patenol cott- 
etr» ovtr Parsifal, ske creePs, unnoticed by tkem, iowards a thteket in the woodt.} 
jood— do I never. For rcst 
^y longing. For respite. Ah, 
iovf weary 1— Slumber.— O, 
rhat no one would wake me. 
No! — Not sleep! Terror grips me! 
— Vain to resist. — The howr i« come! 
Slumber — I must. ^~~ , 
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{Uoweimnlt m Iht rtgion of the lakt btcomt appartm and fimalb the Iroin «/ 
knighlt Mtd tqt^tt it lee» btaring tkt litttr towardt tht eattU. Kimdry tmkt 
iovm mf the »ndtrbnuh, uiwbttrvtd.) 

Gumemans: 
From fresh'ning bath the king retums; 

It draws toward noondajr. 
Unto our pious love-feast now let me lead thee; 

If thou art pure the Holy Grail 
Will quicken and feed thee. 
(GtmttmanM hos gtntty flactd PorsifaFs arm arottnd hü ovm ntck, and supporl- 
mg Um arotutd th* waüt, uads htm slovAy away.) 

Parsifal: 
Who is — the grail? 

Gumemans: 
I may not teil; 
Btit so thou be of its election 
Tboult leam the tnith through its direction. 
And lo 1 Methinks it was not idle chance 
That led thee o'er the drear expanse. 
To nono the secrct is confided 
Save faim who by the Grail is guided. 

Parsifal: 
I scarce have tnoved, yet seem t' have gone apace. 

Gunumanx: 
My son, observe, here time doth change with space. 
iAt G tmtewianM and Parsifal ipalk thert it a gradutü tratuformation of Ih* 
tetnt. Tht forest is hfl behind and the path Uads Ihrough a roeky deßt mhieh 
Itadt »^ I» tht Castle of the Grail. They enter a columned halt with a eupola 
eroaming a vas* dorne overarching a refectorium.} 
Gumemonz: 
Now give good heed ; let me discem, 

So tfiou be fool and pure 
What lesson *tis that's vouchsafed thee to leam. 
(Doors are opened from both sides in the baekground, A tratn of Grail kmghtt 
mareh m from the right and lake places at tht labltt.) 

The Knights of the Grmt: 
In fellowship and union 
We gather day by day, 
(A proeeitiom of Squires crosses the seene towards the baekground.) 
And thus in sweet communion 
The blest rite we essay. 
iA seeond tnin of Squires crosses tht hall.) 
Who pious deeds doth do 
Shall here his strength renew 
Behold the mystic sign, 
Partake of food divine. 
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(Their voictt Muniling from th* mid-height of Iht dorne. Amfortas ü arrU4 
im an a Kttrr hy strving lenighti. Befort tketn vmik ikt fowf SQitirts btari»g Ihe 
veiled thriin of Ihe GraU. fhU train moves toward the Middle of Ike haekground 
wkere thtrt standt a raistd eottch to vihUh Amfortas ü ostirttd from tht Utter. 
Befort Iht eouch atandt am oblong atont table ufom whick the yoHtlu place Ute 
Grail in iti pall.)* 

^ . For mankind's transgrcssion 

Mid pai^s without meastire, 
As once His blood he offer'd — 
To the blest Redeemcr 

Out of a heart's j'oyful treasurc 
Our blood is proffer'd. 

The body He in ransom gave 

Shall live in us beyond the gravt 
Boys: 
(riMr voiett floaümg deren from iht mfftrmosi reifion of the demt.) 
Tnie faith to prove 
Descends tiie dove, 

The Saviour's gradoua token. 
Driok of the wine, 
Oblation divine. 

And take the life brcad broken.* 

(Afttr au haue iahen thtir ptaeet and ^soUtte qmtl hoj heen rtttored, Ikt voiee 
of TitmrtI it heard from a vaulted «icke in the baekgroitnd back of iht eouch, at if 
arüing from a grave.} 

"AmafiK the oldest manuscripts which contain the Quest story, there are two 
which ntke no inention of the Holy Gnii] as a Gtristian rdic or aj/tabot. The moit 
intereatlng of theie ii Welsh and is töiown as the Uabinogi (i. e^ the Juvenile 
Tale) of ^eredur, the Son of Eyrawc.' It is an Arthurian story, and the majority 
of iti adventures are identical with (böse of Percival , . . The Holy Grail of 
the Percival romances is replaced by a bleeding lance, a bloody head on m salver 
and a silver dish. ... In the French romances the taliamana are the Holy 
Grail and the bleeding lance, the latter being- identified, as in Sir Thomas Malory*! 
'Uorte d'Arthnr,' with the spear with which Longinns opened the side of the cmd- 
fied Girist . . . Until the talisman became a aymbol of relision the object of 
the learch for it was simply the Performance of a sacred duty by the hero to hli 
family, by aven^ng a death, healing the lingering itlness of a relative, or, in some 
instances (which connect the Grait legendi with stories of the Barbarossa Idnd) to 
bring freedom to individuals whose lives have been miraculously and burdensomely 
protonged. The talisman kself is to be found in a multitnde of forma from the 
dawn of literature down to today. In the legend of the Holy Grail it ij the diaticc 
nsed hy Christ 

'At the last sad snpper with His own' 
in which afterwards His blood waa caugfat. In another fonn, which wai that 
adopted by Wagner, it is given into die IcMping of Titurel, who builds a sanctnary 
for it on Monsilvat (the Mountain of Salvation) where it is,giiarded by a body of 
knigbts obviously organized on the model of the Knights Templars of the Crusades. 
It is not always a cup. Wolfrani von Eschenbach describes it as a jewel. But 
whether stone or cnp . . . its »iraculous properties are of two kinds. The 
first of these properties is purely physical: the talisman feeds its possessor; the 
second is Spiritual: the talisman is a (^nchstone, an oracle. In the perfect form of 
the legend, both these properties are anited, as we see in Wagner's drania: the Grail 
chooses those who are to serve it and nvarishes them miraculously. It also predicts 
the cominf af Parsifal . . . The esaential element in the Grail . . . is the 
blood." — Excerots from Sindiet in Ihe Wagntria» Drama, by H. E. ^ehbiel, 
New York. lurper utA Brot. 
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My son, Amfortas, art at the shrine? 
SluU I agun bthold the Grail and Ure? 
Must I perish by saving help deserted? 

Amfortas: 
{Half raising fämself in a posturt of dtspatr.) 

Torture I Torment t A^ny 1 
My sire, once morc, I b^ thee, 

Admitiister the rite. 
Oh, live thou — and let mc perishl 

Titwet: 
Entotnb'd I live but through the Saviour's (racc^ 
Too feeble now to give Him Service. 
Make thou atonement for thy sin: — 
Uncover the Graill 

Amfortas: 
(ÄejWattMHj; the youtht.') 
No I Touch not the Screening pall ! 
C^ 1 Is there no one, no one herc who sees the pain 
The Vision brings to me which you delights? 
What are the torments of the bleeding wound 
Against the pang, the hellish curse 
Of being doom'd this rite to serve? 
Grievous the duty that to me hath fallen : 
I, only sinner 'mongst the sinless, 
Must guard the consecrated vessel; ' 
Unworthy, its blessing ask on the worthyl 
O, judgment! Fearful retribution 
From Him the Fount of Absolution t 
For His most blessed bcnediction, 

My heart is fill'd with yeaming 
As 'neath the weight of dire aiHiction 

My soul toward Him is tumingl 

The hour draws nigh — 
The light streams down upon the chalice divine — 
Unveiled the cup — 

{Gasing fixedly before him.)' 
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The vessel's sacred contenta glow anew 
With vital poVr the knigbts endue. 
Tianspierc'd hy faliss and grief and joy and paia, 

llie predous, redeemin? flood 
Pours through my longing heart again. 
Alas 1 The tide of my weakness and sin 
Cotnes surging back in me 1 
A mad, tumultuous current, 
For a world of wicked lust 
It fiercely seeks a Warrant. 
It bursts again through the gate, 
Pours forth f rom the open wound 
By spear inSicted — like that of Him 
Who dol'rous stroke from that same lance received 
When that our Redeemer's blest side vas pierc'd, 
And btoody tears in torrents 
Humanity*» God to humanity'a shatne 
Poared forth in cotnpassionate weeping. 
And now atike from me, in sanctified officc, 
Of holiest relics the warden, 
Of redeeming baisam guardian, 
The fevered blood of sin doth flov, 
Ever renewed from the flood of tor^iog 
The which no atoning wish can staundt. 
y, Have mercy ! Compassion I 

jOh, Lord of Mercy, show me mercy I 
Take back my priesthood I 
End thou my anguishl 
iRedeem'd let me perish, 
Nor longer languishl 
Boys and Youtfu: 
"Through pity, knowing, 

The blameless fool;— 
Wait for him — 

My chosen tool," 

The Knighls: 

Such wer« the words prophetic. 

Wait thou in f aith ;— Thy duty do today. 

Titurel: 

Uncover the Gratll 

Voices from the Dome: 
Take my body and eat, 
Take and drink my blood, 

Of my great love the token. 
tWhile Amfortat devcutly bowi im praytr btfore the chaKte, c 
»tu fiOt the hau.) 

Boys: 
Take my blood and drink, 
Take my body and eat, 

And cherish me in mind. 
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(Ai (Am momtnl, a dtualing ray of jight falh from abovt into ttu eryttal w/m1, 

round abimt.) 

(Amfortat, v/ith a tranifigured espresäon, tifti the groil and movts t( slowlji 
m tvtry dtrtetion, öfter which he blesses the toine and bread. Alt ort on thtw 

Titurel: 
Oh, rapture celestial ! 
How glorious the Lord's greeting todayl 

CAmfortas uts down the grail which, as the twilight lightent, begim mort «md 
mort to fade. The youlhi retum the vessel to its ihrine and replaee the Pall.) 

{The youtht, having closed the shrine, take up the two wine-jvgt and bread' 
baskeU, wkieh Amforlas had blessed by exposing the grail, from the allar tahte. 
distribute the bread among the knights and fül the goblets which itand before them 
urith wine. The knights seat themiehes for the refeetion ai does also Gurntmaiu, 
who kMi on empty place at his side and signs to Parsifal to toke part in the feoti. 
Portwai, howtver, remains standing aPort, silent and moHonlett as if in eampkU 

Boys: 
{Front the uppermosi keigkts,) 
Wine and bread oi last refecticm, 
Qiang'd at our blest Lord's election 

By compassion's loving pow'r 
To the blood, a sacred tide, 
And the body cnicified. 
Youths: 

(From the mid-heigkt of the dorne.) 
Blood and body, pure oblation, 
Chang'd today for your salvatk«, 

By the grace of saving love, 
To the wine for you here poured 
And the bread plac'd on the board. 

Knights: 
Take ye the bread, 

Change it again, 
That strength to you be given; 

Faithful in deed. 

In purpose keen, 
To do our Lord's will in heaven. 

Take ye the wine, 

Change it again, 
Your life-blood newly to waken; 
In knightly faith, 
Trusty and tnie, 
To battle with courage unshaken, 
(The knights arise and approach and embrace each other with great solemnity. 
During Ihe refeetion, in which he took no part, Amforias hos gradually rtlapsed 
from his State of exaltaiion. He bows his head and presses his hand ovtr the 
wound. The youths approach him and their movements indicate that Ihe wund 
hos begun to bleed afresh. They give him help and lead him again to the Uher. 
While preparotions for departure are making, they carry Amforias ond the groil m 
the ordtr in which they had tnterei, out of the hall. The knights follow in tolem» 
trtteuien.) 

23 
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Boys: 

Biest in bdievingl . 

Yovtht: I 

BtessM in Urnngl | 

Knights: 
Biest in believing and lovingl 

(Tht latt knigku and jquirei havt now Uft tht hall. Tkt dwrt tri ehtid. | 

Dwrmg tht vtktmtnt Imtumtalion of Amforlai, Partifal had prtntd hit ha»d ton- i 

vätivth agaimtt hit ktart for a momtnt; h* now timkdi liUmt and riffid.) 1 

GumemaHM: 
«Mv lo Pvrrifal and ül-liminortdly thaking him by tht arm.) 
Whj Stand you still here? 
Know you what you've seen? 
(PaHifal elMektt eonmtUivety agam ai kü htart amd tht» aVghtly »kaktt Mi 

You are, then, nothing but a f ool I 
Get you gone I Away with you 1 
But take this counsel for use : 
, Leave in the future our swans in peaoe, 

And seek, silly gander, a goosfcl 



A Contralto Voice: 

(Prom abovt.) 

"Through pity, knowing, 

The blamdess iooi." 

Voices: 

(From tht mid and loftittt tmghta.) 
Biest in believing I 

CUKTAIN. 
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ACT II 

(TV teent it laid in amd about KHngsor's magie etutit o» tht MUlitm dop* «f 
Hu MOHNtotiM t» Golhie Spain. tmbraeing Montahnt- Imt th» eaiiU facti tkt 
touHtrj of the lioort. Tht o^ctiHw of tht eitrUU» dwloua a room or dmgton m 
m iowtr whtck it open at tht top. Stont stoirt Itad dotm to Iht tdgt of tJU frotflr. 
wttnis. Darknttt fiiU the Iowtr Portion of tht tetnt. Itut r uw u nU of maaie ami 
m*eroma»ey fitt tht room, KUitgtor it stattd an tht malt btfort a magie Mtrror.)* 
Klmgsor: 
The tiine is come; 
My art the boyish fool is lurii^^ — 
Witk joyous shouts he nears my magic hall. 

In deathly slumber her the curse holds fast 
Whom I alone can liberate. 
Up, thenl To workl 
{Hl ditetndt a tkort dittattce towardt tht middlt of tht tetnt, and thtn kindlit 
intentt in a broMitr. The baek^oimd is at onct fiUtd mth a blnish vapor, KUnfftor 
ttatt himttlf befort tht tnas%eai apparatiu and wifA myttie gitturtt, taUt dtnmt 
Mio Iht abytt.) 

Awakel Appts^l To mel 
Thy master caUs thee, thou the Namelessl 

Flend Primevall Hell's Rank BlossomI 
Herodias wert thou, — what besides? 
Gundiygfia there — Kundry herel 
To me I Come hither, Kundry I 
Thy master calls I Appcar 1 



Art waking? Hai 
Again thou art {alt'n ia my power 

Just in my time of need. 
{Kundry nittrt o loud howl of iament whieh dimitiishtt to m wMmper.) 
Teil me ; with whom hast thou herded of late J 
Faughl With the pious rabble again, 
Where like a swine they consider theel 
Is not this place more alluring 
Than that of the fatuous master, thy victim? 

Ha I Ha 1 The chaste grail-guardian, the pure one I — 

What drove thee away from the saint? 

* In die poem describiiig the contest of minitresljr held in the Wartbarg, whicb 
Wanter blended with the lebend of Tannhäuser, Klingsor ii m magician and mmstrd 
«f Hiingaiy, and to him Heinrich von ESterdingen, otherwiae Tannbinser (in Wap- 
aer*! conception of the story), appeals when defeated in son^ by Wolfram von 
Eidienbach, who not only composed the poem "Parzival," which ii the basii of 
Wagner's drama, bat is also the tuneful Champion of true and Tirtnoni tove in 
Wagner* 'TTannhäuser.'' The symboI of him and hii magical power, which U heard 
tfmrä^ont the ptelude to thii act ii tbe following: 



(Hoarjely and ketitatmgly, m if utt^ng t9 rtgam j^m«A,) 
Ahl Woel 
Blackest night I 
Madncss t— Ah t— Ra^ t 
CHi, anguishl 
Slcepl Sleml 
EndlesB sleq),— Deathl 

Kfingsor: 
Anothcr then amked theel— Who? 
Kunäry: 
YesI — My corsel — 
Oh, this Xoagtttg — ^jreamtngl 

Klingsor: 
Hai Hai Let^iing for the virtueui Tempknf 

Kundry: 
There — I — did senrice. 

KUngsor: 
Aye, true. Thou thou^'st to makc atonemeat 

For hartn which thou on them did'st brinc. 

They bring no reward. — 

All of them venal. 
Let me but bid the price 

The staunchest will fall, — 

Yield to thy fascination, — 

Fall a victim to the spear, 
Which from their king hintself I purloined. 
The most dangerous one confronts theo todayj — 

His sbield his innocea(%. 

Kundry: 
I-^will not! No, No! 

KHngser: 
Thoult obey me — for thou mtut. 

Kundry: 
Thou — canst not — compel me. 

KUiigsor: 
But c«n control thee. 

jr«tiijry.- 
Thou? 

KUngsor: 
Thy E 
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Kundry: 
And hy nhat power? 

Klhtgsor: 
Hai Becaus« over me all thy chatnu 
Do not avaiL 

Kunäry: 
(tViih o shria Imgh.) 
Hai Hai Art thou then chaste? 

KHngsor: 

(/» a ragt.') 
What dost thou ask, infen^ witch? 

Oh, dircful fatel 
Now am I laughed to scom 
For tbat once I did strive for the Grau. 

Oh, direful f ate I 
Curst passion tmsubjugfate, 
Hellish desire still unenthrall'd 1 
Which I to deathly silence had stm'd. 
Uust it mock me to scom 

Througft thee, the devil's dam? 

Take good heedl 
Scom and contumely came to anodiep»- 
Amfortas — strong in sanctity, 
Who my appeal once spuraed, 
His line I blasted; unrelieved 
Shall the Grail's guar£an suffer in angnish. 

Till I, in good time, 
Take mjrself ward of the cupl 

Ha— hat 
And wert thou not pleased with Amfortas, 
The knight whom for thy pleasure I once sent? 

Kwtdry: 
Ahl Torture! Torturel 
Weak «"en he. 
Weak are they all^ 
To their niin my curse, 
My curse all men has made snbjeet 
OhI Sleepl— E^idless sieepl 

Only release; — 
How — how can I get tbee? 

Klingsor: 

Whoe'er witbstands thee 
He shall set thee free. 
Try the lad who is now coming heie. 

Kunäry: 
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KUnpior: 

(ttaiUh ateendmg to th* tomtr «vK.) 
Lodc, nov he s scaling th« wall. 

Kumdry: 
CA, sorrow! Mis'iyl 
West for this I was wakened? 
Must I? Must I? 

Klmgsor: 
(lM>kmff donm.) 
Hai He is handsome, tne striplingt 
Ktmdry: 
0hl 0hl Woe is mel 

Klingsor: 
{Loobtttg outward, blowt « lurm.) 
What hol My warders I 
Knights I Warriors 1 
Heroes, upl 
Focs approachl 
Hai How they rush to the ramparts 
To Protect their winsome witches, — 
The f oolish, but daring young vassals I 

Come, couragel Courage I 
Hat Hai No fear in the ladl 
Fnnn valiant Ferris the sword he has wrested. 
And ctits a wide swath with it thnmgfa the swarm. 
How vain all their courage against his rare sktllt 
There an ann falls poVrless, — 
Yonder anotherl 
Hai Hat 
They waverl The/re routedl 



Each brave warrior canies home his hurts t 

To all from me they're welcome I 
Would all the brood of knights, the pestilent crew, 

Would but thus slaughter each ottierl 
Hai How proudly he Stands on the ramparts, 
His cheeks aglow like roses in laugbter, 
As in childish amaze 
He the deserted garden surveys ! 

IHt turnt toward the deep backgrouiid.y 
Ho! Kundryl 

(Not Mteing htrJ) 
What? Already at work? 
Hai Ha! My c^arni I know füll well 
Which ever doth bring mc thy service anew. 
{Dirtcted toviards t}u gardtn.) 
Ho I there I Valiant yoimg lad I 
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Whate'er prophecy may have foretold, 
Within my might thou hast fallen too soon. 
Thy innocence once polluted 
O*« thee my pow'r will ne'er be disputed I 

(He tmkt wilo the tartk trith tht tower. Tht mapic garitn qmekly fiüt tkt 
tfaee. Il ocettpitt the entire tiage. Tropical Vegetation and the mott tuxnriMH 
iptendor of fiowers. In i\e background the limilation u Mieated by tht ftoNlr- 
menU of the ctutU wall wilh wingt of tht Castle itself ntfported by ttrracet, Ikt 
mrthiltctnral ttylt Arabic. 

Pareifal ttänds on the wall, looking down inio tht garden, viitk amattment. 
Prom all ttdet, first from the garden, then from the paloce, thert nuh out beontifnl 
maident, at firtt a fem, Ihen gradwatly more. They are clad in veilt of dtSeatt 
Imtf, vihich ttem to have been donned hattily, at if the matdent had bten joaked 
oitt of ttttP-} 

N. B.—The entemble of Flower Maiditu eoneiits of taa gronpt, taeh inKttmg 
ihree firtt nngert; then tvio senü-ehomtts of firtt, aeeond and third topramot, tack 
tew»-eh»ms agoin dividtd into two partt. 

Voriotu Croups of Maidens: 

Here — here was tfie combat; 
Shoutingl Gashing weaponsl 
Who is th' intrudcr? 
Wfaere is th' intruder? 

Furioas ahoutingl 

Come, take vengeancet 

My dear lover is woundedl 
Wliere is my sweetheart? 
Mine was gone when I wakened I 

Where have they hidden? 

Where is my sweet lover? 
Where is my sweetheart? 
Mine was gone when I wakened I 

Where are our sweet lovers? 

Wtibxa the Castle. 

Woel Woet O horrorl 

Where are our sweet lovers? 

We saw them all wouaded and bleedingl 

We saw them seek ref uge I 

Up, to help theml 
Üp, tip to help theml 



Who, irfio is our foe? 
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There - »et him. 
Behold 1 Beboldl 

That ia Ferris' sword now in hU band. — 
Seel My lover's blood has sUinol the bUdel 

■ The hom of the master call'd;— 
We all heard the alann, — 
My knight ran in haste; 
They hurried all to the fray. 
He Struck down my loverl 
He wounded my friendl 

There, see him! 
Hia sword is still drippingl 
The Castle he atorm'd ! 
Woel Oh, woel 
They hurried all to the fray 
But he beat them all back. 

Miscreantl Woel Oh, horrorl 
Miscreant 1 Oh, woe ' We're undone I 
Ha I Upstart I Dare you come near us ? 
A curse on your head 1 
Why did you smite all our lovers? 

Pmrsifai: 
You pretty prattlers, could I help but smite them? 
They tried to bar me f rom your entraadng abode. 

Maidens: 
To US you'd have come — 
Knew jrou of ns ? 

Parnfal: 
Such fair creatures I never saw bcfore — 
Can it be wroi^ to call you fair ? 

Maidens: 
You do not mean, then, to beat es 7 

Parsiffü: 
Most surety, noi 

Maidens: 
Yet wrongs most grievous you have done us. 
You drove away all our playmates ; — 
Who shall play with us now ? 
Parsifai: 
That gladly will I. 
fTV maidfns, paasing from wonder to m^rrtmenl now break inio m iMijjk. 
tykBt Parsifai approachet, near and nearer to the exeütd pronpt. Iht matdens 
eampotinff tht first grouf and the first chorus, rtHrt unnoticed behind tkf thmbbtry 
to eomphtt Iheir fioral odemmenl.) 
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MMent: 

If jrcM ipeak fair, comt Join in aur plajr, 
And if you do not chide iu 
In revels you may guide ua. 
For gold we do not play, — 
In love do we seek our pay. 
Would you give consolatioa. 
Theo gain our approbaticm 1 
(TV maiäem of the first group and firti ckorut rtapptar now compleUlj garbtd 
IM fioral kabilUHtnts attd lookiag Ukt flowert. They rush prtdpitaltty tovnrdi 
ParnfalJ) 

Touch not my playmate 1 
He belongs to me I 
No ! No 1 He's mine ' 

{WhOt ihoM v>ho kavt rehmud crowd around Parnfai, tW* maUnu of tht 
teeond graup tatd ehonu httrritdly Uavi the seene iw ordtr to arraj Ihtwuthtt 
timilarly.) 

Hai The huzziesi Tfaey've donned fresher raimenti 

(Dtuwg the fotlowing leine, the maidtns move around PariifQl in the «WM»«r 
*/ s tkildrm^t ring-game nnd ttroke his fheeks carttsingly.) 

Come I Come ' Pretty lover, 
Make me your treasure 
For your solace and pleasure 
I will strive without measurel 

Parsifal: 
What fragrance you spreadl 
Are you real flowers ? 

Maidens: 

The fairest blooms 
And scents of the bower; 
In apring, pluck'd by a pow'r. 

We flourish here 
In sunshine and sununer 
To charm and cheer each newcomer. 

Now give US your regard 

Begrudge not the flowers' reward. 
If you can not love us and cherish. 
Well wither and languish and perish I 

First Maiden: 
Oh, take me, love, in your anns ! 

Second Maiden: 
m cool your throbbii^ temples. 

Tkird Maiden: 
For you I've loving caresses I 

Pourth Maiden: 
Give your ups to my lassest 
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i-ifth Maiden: 
NoI Noi I am the fairestl 

Sixtk Maiden: 
NoI Sweeter my fragiance. 

Parsifat: 
Yoa sweet, f ragrant tai^le of blossonu 
Shall I join your frolic 
Crowd me not so dosely. 
Maidens: 
Wliy do you chide ? 

Parsifai: 
Because )rou quarrel. 
Maidens: 
We're quarreling for you. 
Away from him — Hc's chosen mel 
Let tiitn alone ! He favors me I 
You drive me away? 
Am I tiien turaed away? 
Am I refused? 
Are you feartul of women? 
Are you such a coward ? 
Oh, fie I So f ainthearted aad prudish I 
To idle butterflies 
Youll leave us flowers? 
Hc's cold as ice. A fool I 
So shy and cold 1 
Come, well leave him. 
Why should we herc rcceive him? 
But we will not deceive himi 
NoI NoI No! 

Parsiftä: 
(Half angrily, motioning Ihe ummImm off.) 
Let be I 111 not be snared I 

Kundry: 
Parsifai t Tanyl 
iPartifal it abo»t to Imrry away when, htaring Kitndr^t VOtei from tht co^ 
piet of flowert, he ttops m> turprite.) 

Parsifd: 
"Parsifai?" The name that, dreaming, 
My niodier once murmurtd 1 
Kundry: 
Stayl Tany, Parsifai 1 
For thee sweet Miss aad delight here wait, 
{At tommd of Kundr/s voiee, the mMtiu, terror-ttricktn, foB back ol ernte 
frem Petilfal) 
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Ye f oolish yüanc waotens, lesv« bim in pcacc 

Frail, quick-fading flowars 
Not yours is't to beguile such aa h«. 
Go home ; car« for your lovsrs I 
Wounded awaits you many a knight 
Maidens: 
IRtbKtantly hmÜMff amay from Partifal and wilhdratoing to tht falaet.) 
Must WC leave you? And forever? 

Sad the parting, the pity and pain t 
From others gladly would we sever 

Could we with you remain, 
Farewell, you winsome, — gallant, sweet — 
Foolt 

{Forrifal giancet Umidly toward the direction from wkick the voiee had tomi. 
The ftorol coffice ha* opened and Ktindry eomplttely Iransformelt, as « yotmg 
vornan af ravithing beauty, apfeart. She reclinet <m a flowery eoiuh and ig claa 
In seiM'traHtpartnt garmentt of Arabic style,) 
Parsifal: 
Amazement I Am I in a dream ? 
Didst thou call me who am nameless ? 

Kundry: 
"Thou witless child of sorrow 

Fol parsi, — 
Thou blameless witling,* 

Parsifal-—" 
Twas thus, when in far Araby Hc died 
Thy father, Gamurct, addressed bis son unbom, 

* 'Eigner hai been much criticized for changing tlie name of his hero froM 
Perci»»!, or Percivale, ai we know it in English literature, and Parzival, u ha 
found it in the greatest of all the Grail epics, that of Wolfram von Eschenbach, to 
Parsifal. Criticism of this kind is often wasted. In making tfae change, Wagner 
cxercised ■ poeC's privilege for an obvious purpose— he made the name an index of 
tbc hero'i moral diaracter. The suggestion came from Görre». According to thii 
•cholar, wbose derivation has long been set aside as fanciful, fal in the Arabiu 
(ongue signies 'foolisb' and parsi 'pure one.' By changing the order of the wordi 
ve obtain Farsi-fal — pure, or guiteless fool. ... In Wolfram'a poem he it 
calied foolish because his mother dressed him in motley when he left her brok«t- 
hearted to go ont into the world in search of knighthood. The French Percival 
lignifies limply 'through the Valley.' A Welsh tale of at least equal antiquity with 
the preserved French romancei calls the hero Peredur, which has been interpreted 
into 'the seeker after the basin or the dish.' Wolfram, under the influence of hi» 
(French) model claims nothing for the name of his hero except that it means 'righl 
äirongh the middle'; bat Meyer-Markau, who scems to have accepted the theory 
(bat the tale is originally Keltic, strovc to give dramatic proprieCy to the name ^ 
potnting out that in Welsh, Breton and Comish par signifies lad; jyvi, in Welsh, 
«lad, or decorated, and fall, scantily, poorly, iU, foolishly, wretchedly. Out of thest 
Tordi, then, he componnded Par-jytv-foll, a lad who is ill-clad. Plausibility, if 
SOthing eise, is lent to this derivation by the circumstances under which the hero'i 
nother lent him out into the world. In the hope that the rüde treatment which 
Vould be heaped upon him would return him to her arms, she dressd him in iooX't 
dothing." {Stndis in the Wagnerian Drama, by H. E. Krehbiel (Harper and 
Bro).), pages 169-171. Following the plan which he had adopted in thi> cas^ 
Wagner changed the name of Parsifal's molher to HerxeUide, Uetrf» woe, or 
tnffuiac— Um antitheaia of our iweet Engliib word, Hearteate.) 
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Well kncnring that he never witli mortet ^a 
Would e'en look on him. 

To bring these tidinp I've awaited thce; 
What drew thee here save intuititm'i power? 
Pitrsifal: 
X ne'er beheld, not e'en in dreams 
What now I see and what with terror fiUa mj sooL 
Art thou a flow'r, too, 
Of this wondrous garden? 
Kundry: 
Naj, Parsifal, thou blameless witlinf, 
Far, far froin here my dwelling. 
Twas but to nieet thee that I have tzrried here. 
Füll long my joumey, — ^many things I've seen. 
I saw the child upon its mother's breast» 
Its hrst sweet prattle Hngers in my ear. 

Though deep in 50rrow, 
How smilcd she at its childish pleasure, 

When on each morrow 
She hailed her dearest, fondest treasure, 
Who, on bis mossy couch redining 
With kisscs to sweet sleep consigning, 
With eycs unsleeping, 
Her Tigil with anxious care e'er keeping, 
Till canie the moming. 
And tears might fall like dew unheeded. 
For grief no comfort, nowhere solace 
For thy dear f ather's iovc and death I 
Front fate so hapless to protect thee, 

A praycr went out with ev'ry hreath 
From use of arms, from conflict and its dangers, 
Knighthood and thee she tricd to keep as strangers. 
How heedful, eager all to teach thee 
Save that dr^ knowledge she feared might yet reach 
thee. 
Dost thou not hear the wild, anguish'd cty 
When long from home thou didst hide? 
Seest thou not still the look did glorify 
Her face when again by the side ? 
When madly thy neck her arms would cmbracer— 
Did never thy beart then fear her kiss? 
Of her great sorrows thou didst not know, 

Nor knewest thou of her anguish ; 
And when at last thou bence didst go, 

Thou thoughtst not she might languish. 
Long days and nights she waited, 
Till time her tears abated; 
When grief thus dult'd the pain 

For deatb alone she sighcd^- 
Great sorrow broke her heart 
And Herzeleide dted. 
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(Wht Jbw bttm grom img mort mi mort ttrUmt, «m» /oUi ovtrwiuimtti at 
Kmdr^t Utt.) 

Woel Woel Wbat have I done? Whera «aa I? 

Motherl Swcetest, dearest motherl 

Twas I, thy son, that kill'd thce ! 

O" fooll BUnd and blundering fooit 

On what errant paths wander'd thy mem'iyf 

Heedlcss, carelesa of thee, 

Sweet, dearest of mothers 1 

Kundry: 
Hut thou not feit sorrow's smart, 

Then sweetest comf ort 
Hath not yet touchcd thy heart 
The woe tliat now is tbine 
Shall yield to bliss divine, 

liiTough love's atoning power. 

Parsifai: 
ISimkimg deeptr md ditfer m nwody Mtrow.) 

My mother t My mother 1 How could I f orget her ? 

Ha I What eise may I not have f orgot ? 

Whom have I kept within my niind ? 

Naught but mad folly hath been my Ufel 

KuHdry: 



Confession 
Of guilt will bring contritiotL 

And knowlcdge 
Tum folly to rccognition. 
Leam but the vital passion 

Which Gamuret inflamed, 
Whcn he thy loving mother 

Embraced and wholly claimed. 
With sense and souI they did thce then dower 
Nor death nor folly 'gainst thee hath power. 
So take from me thy mother's blessing and farewell, 
Which grctt thce both in lovc's first kiss ! 

iSht btndt compUtely cvtr Mm and prgjjet a long kitt ufo» Sit tipt. Parsifai 
tiartt up miA a gttture of grtatttt Urror. Hit attit»de txprttMS a ftarful ehangt; 
k4 pttMM ki» kand agoitul his htart at if to rtprsu m itrriMt pai».) 

Parsifai: 
Amf ortas 1 
Amfortas! The woundl 
The wound my heart is searingl 
Woet Sorrowl Anguish! 
Fearful accusationi 
The ciy of conscience rings in my heart.— 
Ahl Woel 
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Pitcoos wretcbl 

Hapless victim! 
I see the blood outpourii^, 
But Qow in me the wQund ; 

Herel Herel 
No 1 No I Not the wound lance-infficted — 
Let that wound bleed in streams if it listt 
Herct Here the soul-searit^ blazc, 
The yearning ! The madd'ning, awful jreaming, 
The fierce desire that my senses thralls ! 

Ahl Passion's torturel 
How all within mc trembles, thrilla. 
And throbs in sinfui longingl 

(/■ tomts of anw.) 
I fix my gaze, dull, on the holy cap, — 

The sacred blood glows red 1 
The rapture of redeeming love 
Illumes the pious coi^fregation ; — 
But here — here only, the tortures will not endl 
I hear the Saviour's voice of mouming, 
The anguished lamentation o'er the defil'd sacristj: 
"Redeem me! Rescae me 
From impious hands, and wickedf* 
The wofui lamentation, dol'rous, loud, 
Thrills through my beii^I 
And I, the f ool, the dastard. 
For boyish ventures eager, — hurrv onl 
Redeemer! SaviourI Lord of Gracel 
How may I now sach guilt efface I 

Kundry: 



O noble kn^ht, throw off this spell, 
Bdiold, I love and wish thee well I 
Parsifal- 

iStäl bowed down, tiartt bllndly up at Kundry vihiU iht Uans ovtr him onä 
tJtieuUi Iht earttsiitg blandiskmattt vihick art deicribid im hU wordi.) 
Ha I This was the voice with which she callcd him l 
This was the glance — I well recall it now — 
And this, too, this was the smile allurit^, — 
Her lips thus, thus they quivered with a kiss. 
Her head she thus bent o'er him, then rais'd it high in pride. 
Thus temptingly shook she her tresses, — 
And circled his neck with her annl 
Thus, gently, she stroked his features,^ 
Mid mad delight and torture 
She thus his soul's salvation kissed awaj t 

Hai That dread kiss! 

Thou sorcercss! Out of my sightl 

Forever get thee hencel 
iPartifol koi gr^duallj goitd ku ftit and pmshe» Kmtdrf frcm hiak} 
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KuHdry: 

Inhuman onel 
If thou canst sorrow 
For others borrow, 
Let me, too, feel thy conipassionl 
Wliile others saving, 
Think on my craving, 
Have pity, and bring me salvatton 1 
Through ages eternal, 
For thee havc I waited, 
For the Saviour long have yeamed 
Whom once I rashiy spumed. 
Oh I If thou but knew'st the curse 
Which haunts me, sleeping, wakii^, 
Me ne'cr forsaking, 

No respite giving, 
Which day by day dofli breed anew 
Endless torttire, endless woel 
I saw — Hin» — Him — 
With laughter mocked Him; 
Upon me feil His glancel 
Since then I scek through all the world. 
And hope that again I may meet HimI 

In night's dark woe, 
My frenzied mind feels Him to be near. — 
Again His glance I see; — 
Then comes on the fit of cursed laughter. 
A sinner yields to my embraces, 
Hell's laughter mocks me — for weep I can not 
With shouting, shrieking, storming, 
I plunge again into the mental night 
From which, repentant, scarcely I've been waked.* 
Oh, thou with death by hunger sharing, 
Whom I pursucd with scom unsparing, 
Do now Äou in thine arms enfold mc, 
Against thy heart one hour but hold me, 
Then, though by God and mankind spumed 
I'tl feel my soul's salvation eamed ! 

* That the talismin of « lilood? head upon z saWer in the Welsb talc ihonM 
have sugEcsted the Herodias legend is obvious enough. Wagner's transformation 
of the legend, accomplished for the purpose of identifjring his Kundry with Hero- 
dias, is extremeiy sugsestive and felicitous, According to the old tale, Herodias 
was in love with the prophet of the New Dispensation. After tbe dance before 
Herod and its awfut consequences, she secretly crept to the head upon the salver 
for the purpose of covering it with tears and kisses. At that moment a blast issued 
from the dead I'ps which sent Herodias flymg off into space. Thus she is Still 
driven forward. permitted to rest only from midnight to dawn, when she siti 
cowering ander willaw and hazel copses, and bemoans her fate. (It is thus she it 
found in the *iiird act of Wagner's drama.) In Wagner, she becoraes a Wandering 
Jewess. Shf saw Christ staggering undcr the biirden of the cross and laugfaed. Hti 
glance feil uDOn her and doomed her to wB,nder ceaselessly withoat the Sweet refuge 
of tears, ai^ject to the powers of evil, yet Isaging to make atonement bf deeda of 
wtoe.'-^hHlwf M the Wogntriöm Drama. byH.E. Krehbi«!, page 195. 
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Parsifai: 

DanmaticMi 
Endleat wouldst thou share widi tw 

If but one moment 
In mj mission I should f alter, 

To yield to thy embraccsl 
For thee salvation, too, I'll win 
Wilt thou abstain from camal sin. 
The solace which shall end thy dolor 

YicMs not the fount whence dolor Sowt; 
Redemption's healing naught shall bring thee 
Till that dread fount in thee shall dose. 
A diffrcnt woe, more grievous doles, 
A deeper longir^ fills the souls 
Of the brotherhood who, plung'd in sorrow, 
Their bodies torture peace to borrow. 
But who to US can clearly show 
Whence tnie salvation's waters flow? 
Oh, sorrow 1 Can'st thou succor give 
In night of ^ooni and anguish, 
When those who seek for grace divine 

In deep danuiation's chains still languiihF 
Kundry: 
(/« ff wfid ecstacy.) 
'Twas then, indced, my kiss 
Endow'd thee with such dairvoyance? 
Let love's füll rapture embrace thee, 
O'er Hirn Divine it will place thee ! 
The world's redcmption — is this thy aim? 

*Twa? God this hour created, — 
Etemal datnnation be my lot, 
My pains be unabated ! 
Parsifat: 
Salvation, impious od«, may, too, be äiine. 
Kundry: 
{Entreatmgfy,) 
Let me but love thee, divine on«, 
Salvation thou wih bring to me ^ 

Parsifai: 
Love and redcmption thee I offer 
If on the way to Amf ortas thoult be my guide. 
Kundry: 
(Puriously.) 
Not Nevcr shalt thou find himi 
Leave the techcr to his dcstruction ; — 

Debauched and defiled he forever, 
Fit but for scoming, mocking, laughterl 

H*I Hai The ipear was his own that stmdt the bhnr. 
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Parsifal: 
Whose wu the »rm dared wield the ipearF 

Kundry: 
Hisl Hisl His who my laughter reproved. 
His carse, — Ha I It lends me power. 
Gaiost thee that spear I now invofce 

Since thou hast pity for his sin and shame. 
Madness I Pity 1 Hast no pity for me ? 
Wert thou one hour but mine, — 
Were I one hour but thine, 

To Amfortas gladly I'd be thy guidc. 

Parsifal: 
Awayl Imquttoas wretchl 

Kundry: 

(Sht neks to tmbraet htm; he rtpuUta ktr violtnily. Sht rteovtrt htfttlf 

Im fitry eatU from tht baeki/round:} 

Hither 1 Hither! Help! 
Hol Stop the miscreantl This wayl 
Qose evcry passa^. Guard all the roadwaysi 
Shouldst thou escape from here, 
And acour the pathways throughout the worid, — 

One road thou seek'st — ^the road to hin» — 
Shalt thou und neverl 

Ev'ry path — ev'ry highway which away from me leadi thee 
Lo! I close with my curscl 
Wander! Wandert 
Thou «hom I love, take this curse for thy guide. 

Klingsor: 
(He hma tlifpti «tf on ik* eastle wott am! omm m Imtee al Partifal.) 

Stay thy Steps I Behold a bar thou canst not put 
Presumptuous f ool ! Ware thy master's spear 1 
(Ht httrh iht tpear vAiek stopt sittfended ovtr FornfaXt htad.'i 
Parsifal: 
(Seiting Iht spear ottd holding tt obove hu head.) 
With this blest sign I break thy wicked m^c 
The wound it inflicted shall be healed by its power. 
To waste and destniction, delusion and pomp 
It shall bring I 
(Ht mtaktt the tign of Ihe erojj with the tPear. Tht autle rinhi as if jtvol- 
\owed by an earthiivaki. The garden turns into a deterl. tke grorntd sireum wilh 
withered fiovtert. Kundry Anke to Ih« ground aith a shriek. Partifal, hur ryin f 
mpay, tmiu agatn to Kundry from tht top of the ruined wali) 

Thou knowest where thou and I 
Can meet again. 
(fr« hurrits of; Knndry raises her head amd lookt afUr Mm.) 

CURTAIN. 
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ACT m. 

(Tht opening of the eurtain dijclojet a ptetuani vtmal tandtcafit m tht domam 
•/ tht Grail. In the baekground a floivery meadovi tlopet gently upwardt. Tht 
foreground it occupied by the edgt of a forest which tiretchet oitt over a roeky 
mteenl towards the right. Near the edge of the woodt a spring oppotitt to ahieh, 
c liltle farther back, the nmpie hut of a hermit, built againti a rock. Time: very 
early in the momittg. 

Gtirnemant, greatly aged, elad aj a hermit in the tunie of a hnigkt of tht frail, 
itept owt of the hm and litttm to o sound vikich he ha* heard.) 

Gumemang: 
From yonder thicket came the sound. 
Twas not the moati of living beast ; 

With wails no beast would profane a Good Friday mora. 
(Kmndr^s voice heard in low groant.} 

Methinks the wierd lament I've heard before. 
(He walkt detenninedly towardt a thieket of ihoms. The gr^wth ü dtnse mti 
kt puils the bushts forcibiy apart; then stops suddenly.) 
Hai She — here again? 
The winter-stript, thom-covered cc^se 
Kept her concealed. How long, I wonder? 

Up, Kundry! Upl 
Grim Winter is fled and spring is come I 

Awake, then ; give welcome to spring 1 



Rigid, and coldl 
This time, surely I thought her dead ; 
Yet from her lips must have come the moana. 

You crackbrain'd drudge, 
Have you no word f or me ? 

No word of thanks 
That again I roused you 
From death-Iikc torpor to life ? 

(As she lies rigidly strttehed out before kirn, GurnemoHM rubs Kundry't kandi 
md templet. Fittally life seems to awaken in her; ihe routes herseif, opens her 
eye* and «tlers a cry. She is elad in the coarse garb of a penitent, at in Ihe ßrtf 
•et, but her eomplexion is palir. Her look and manner have lost their wildnest. 
She Stares long at Gttmemam, then ariset, orrangts her clolhing and hair omI 
appears ready for service.) 
(Kundry tlovily bovis her head. At length sht critt koarstly Mtd ^oftfafy:) 

Kundry: 

Service I Service! 
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CumetHOHt: 
(,Shaking hU head.) 
That scarce wer« worth the while ; 
There's need of messeng ers no more. 

Herbs and simples 
Each one oow finds for himself. — 
The beasts of the forest taught us how. 



Her movements seem to be much changed I 
Can the change have been wrought t^ the day? 
Oh, day oi grace past conceiving! 
No doubt for her salvation 
It was pennitted me to rouse her 
From her slumber. 
flTwiMfry tomes o»t of tht hut; ske earries a pileher and gott wilh it to tht 
tprvig. Looking fonordi tht forest tht sets samt one affroaehing and caüs tht 
mittniion of GwnMman« to tht faet.) 

Who yonder aears the holy spring 
With sombre arms and hamess? 
A stranger knight, for certain. 

iAt Partifal enttrt, Kundry disappeara again inio tht htt. Parsifal tnttrt 
from tht forett, elad wholly in block ortnor, ivith visor dovm and lowtrtd sptar. 
Ht walkt tloudy tvilA bowtd head, his manner drtamily keiitant. Ht ttats himttif 
«fon tht grasty mound. 

Having obttrvtd Partifat for a sfaet, {h^ntmamt approaehtt Um.) 

All hail, Sir Knight I 
Hast lost thy way? May I not direct thee? 
(Partifat gtnily thaket his htad.) 

Hast thoii no greeting on thy lips? 
(Partifat iowtrt Kit head.} 
What, no word? 

If vow it be that constrains thee 
To be silent, a duty rests on me 

To counsel thee of what is meet. — 
Thou standest here on hallow'd ground, 
Where none should wariike weapons bear — 

Like helmet, visor, shield and spear, 
At least today I Dost thou know 
What holy day this is? 
{Parsifal thaktt his head.) 

SpeakI Where hast thou been. 

In what vile pagan land sojoumed, ' 

Not to know that this is the dawn 

Of thrice-holy Good Friday mora? 
(Ptrtifal droops his htad deeptr.) 

Quick I Doff thy weapons 1 

Grieve not the Lord 

Who bared His body on this day. 

And for a sinful world His atoning blood did i 
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{Aftf m tmrtktr mome*t •/ tätnet, Partifat rvts, IhnuU kb j^/ar Atta Iki 

lumd «M plaeti il bttiäe th€ cthtr totafont; thin knteU m tittnt fraytr btfore ikt 
»fear. GtinumanM woteket kirn with wonder imd emotion. He beckom to Ktatdry, 
wko kat re»ppeored from the kut. Parnfal Ufu kit eyet im dtvotio» I» IJU Poml 
»f hü loHte. Gnmemaiu tftaks toftlj to Ktmdry.) 

Do you know him now ? 
Tis he wbose arrow kill«d tfi« tinui. 
i,KmUrj §etHly noi$ atttni.} 

Tis he, indeed— 
The fool v^om I nidely thrust away. 
(Kundiy look» fixedly but calmty at Parjifal.) 

Ha I He has wasdered far since tiien. 
The spear — I know it well. 

(WUk ffrni tmotwt.) 
O, holy day, whose advent 
Is Bgain vouchsaf ed to me I 
(Ktndry kos Uimtd her fiue away. Parsifai riset from hü kntej, tiowly, mtd 
$laüeimff «(«itt rtcognütt Gtirnemmiu and genlly o§trt hit hamd itt grt4tim$.'i 
Pmrtifwl: 
*Wlutt JOT. thkt tm I hBTe found tliee I 

Thcn thoa knowest mt ■Uli, 

Dtipite the changea iriueh (rief and care hav« wronfht ia m». 
How cam'it thon here— «ad whciice? 
Parnfal: 
Throti^ error and throngfa devioni waod'rincs 
Came I ; and an I snfiered now to think thcai cnde< 
Since I am bleat with loondi 
Of thii aweet foreif i nranniin, 
And theo, lood lase, liast xiv*» aie greettnc? 
Or doth error still pars« me, 
Por changed to nc are all thingi? 

Gttmewtam*: 
Bot teil— to whom tbe waj thon'rt aedang. 

Parnfal: 
To bim whof e lamcntatios 
In atnpid f olljr I once heard. 
To bring him healing, inrceaie from niFrtnc 
Uaylitp I'm lent. Bnt, alasl 
To find the pathway seem'd denied me ; — 
To wander in error I waa forc'd by a wicked curM. 
Carei witbont nmnber, qnarrels and cimflicta, 
Ferced me ta leave the pathway 
Whene'er I thongfat m^self right. 
llien fear and deiperation leized me. 
To Euard in lafety tbe sacred relic. 
And ihield it — from härm protect it, — 
I nffcred hnrts ind woonds manifold. 
The ipcar itself I ne'er dared carry into batU»— 
Unprofaned at my aide e'er I bore it 
That lafe I migfat reitore it 
Behold it gleaming clean and dear, 
The Grmil'i moit lacred ipeart 

*Omttted at tbe perforauncei at tha Metropolitan Opera Hon«^ N«w YoA 
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(/« a trampoTt of joy.) 
Ob, Ueny'i higiiest wall 
O Marrd. O itupaifiiic wonder. 

GunumoHM: 
{To Poriifat, after tomtwhat eom^otimg kimttlf.y 
Sir Knigfat, if 'twas a curse 
Omstrained thee from the path to stny, 

Be sure the spell is broken. 
Here art thou — this the Grail's domain ; 
Thy Coming now the knights await. 

*AbI They have need of snccor, — 

All haling in thy power. 

Siace th^ (ojonrn in the Grail'i domuta 

The afflKtion which thon cam'M to Icnow, 

The Bpprehenjion, ha» grown to diref ul woe I 

Amfortaa, by bis torment» driven, 

By hi* lool's great torture maddened, 

lo defiuit affony raving, lon^s ioT death. 

No prayer, no pleading oi hu knigfats 

Can prevail on him to perform his sacred fnnctian. 

The shrine, nnopened, long has hid the Grail; 

Itj Kuardian, sore his sin repenting, 

Knowing he needs must live if on the cnp he lodu, 

Thns seeka his dissolution. 
And wiöi life's end he hopes for torture'* esding. 
The heav'nly manna we are now deniedj 
Vmih Tu^r food must we content ns; 
Onr old paisiance thus has oozed away ; 
No fflessengers com« now, 
No snnunon* raore they brin^ to holy warf bk ; 

Wan and wretched, fiU'd witb dread, — 
The knights of leader, courage and of hope berefti 

Here, in Ulis forest I seclusion soug^, 
For death in patience waiting, — 

The lot which hath my lord-in-anns o'erta'en. 

For Titurel, my piotu lord, 

No more sustained by sight of the holy vessel, 
Eäipir'd — a man — no more. 

Parsifal: 
(Springing up m gritf.) 

^Aad I am he who all this woe have wrou^t 1 
Ahl With what transg^essions, what a we^ht of uo, 
Must this mad, foolish head 
Forevennore be burdened, 
9iHce no repcntance, no atonement 
To folly can bring pardon I 
IftttatA saving work was givcn, 

But I, through false endeavour, 
The grace have forfcited forever I 
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GumtnuMt: 
(ONt(y rtjeetmg Kundry's offtr.) 

Not dtati 

The pilgiim's weary fect 

Well lave with water from the sacreä ^prin^. 

Mayhap he will today be called to holy Service. 

To minister a holy futiction. 
Let him be free from stain; from devious wandering's dust 

See that he's clean and pure again. 



Parsiftü: 

(,Geittly and mtarily.) 

Strai^tway to Amfortas wilt tbou now lead me? 

Gwnemans: 
Most surely; for us waits the castle hall. 
The funeral rites of my long-Iov'd lord 

Demand my presence there. 
Again to rcveal the Grail, from us long hidden, 
His sore-neglected office and function to perform, 
To consecrate a sov'mgn father 
Who by his son 's great sin was slain, 
For which he now would fain atone — 
A vow Amfortas tnade. 
{KvHdry with fmmbU ätat bathts Paritfafs fett; kt gaies on her uxlft tiUm 
woiidermenl.') 

Parsifat: 
(To Kunäry.) 
Thou hast washed my feet with water, — 
Do now, my friend, thou moisten my head. 
{Gtirnema»M takes wattr from the spring in his honds and besfrinkUs PariifaVt 
head.) 

Gumemang: 

Through tmrity, thou pure one, 

Be thou blessed! 
And ev'ry sin-caused care 
Depart from thee for aye t 

(WAÖ« Gumemant is ferforming this ceremony, Kundry lakes a gold fiask from 
h*r bosom and pours pari of its contents over ParsifaFs feet, drying Ihem vHik 
her haW, which she has hastily unbotmd.) 

Parsifal: 

{Gently taking the fiask from Kundry's hand otid passing il to Gumemana.) 

My feet hast thou anointed, — 
Anoiot my head, thou venerable knight, 
That e'en today as king the guild may hail me. 
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Gumemani: 

iPottrimg ike eontenU of tht fiask o» Pariifaft htad amä ptaei»g kU htmdt om 
it I« bUtting.y 

Thus was it all ai^intedl 
My blessing then receive, 
Thou king today anointed, — 
Thou pure one, 
Pity-inspir'd one, 
Help-bringing knowing one! 
Since the redeem'd one's suff'rings 
Thou hast stiffered, remove from hini 
The last remaining load. 

Farsifal: 
iHaving umnolictd taktn tvater from the spring m kit handt, bendt ovi* 
Kundry, urho it knetling befort ktm, and poufs >t ovtr her head.) 

My primal task I thus perfonn: 
Be thou baptized, 
Believe in the Rcdeemerl 
(Ktmdry tinkt htr head lo the ground and t^pears lo weef, passtonately. 
Partifal tunu about, and with gentie eetiaty. garei upon woodt and tiUadovu fMW 
bathtd in the Ught of monttng^ 

Are not the meadows strangely fair today ? 

True, I did mcet some marvellous flowers 

Which sought around my neck to twine their tendriU ; 

And yet so fresh ne'er seemed before 

The grasses, frondagc and blossoms; 
Nor did their fragrance seem so sweet, 
Or speak with such appeal to me I 

Gumemang: 
That is Gk)od Friday's magic, lord' 

Parsifat: 
What sayest thou ? That day of agony, 
When all that liveth, all that buds and blossoms^ 
All that its life renews, 

Should only mourn and sorrow I 

Gurnemam: 
Thou see'st it is not so, 
For sinners' tears, wept in contrition, 
Today, like holy dew, 
The groves and fields renewi 
Hence 'tis that thus they flourish. 

All tiving thtngs today rejoice, 
They hear again the Saviour's voice, 
And Hirn in heart they cherish I 
Upon the cmel cross they cannot hehold Him 
And thercfore up to man redeemed they look, 
Who feels acquit of guilt and sinful bürden, 

Through God's redeeming love made pure aad wlnltt. 
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■wtl blad« »f graM, tadi twig and tmy bloMon, 
b eonsdous that this day can come oo kann. 

But that as God, with merdes manifold, 
Ranembered man, and for him died, 

So man tliis day will be less bold 
And walk with caref ul stride. 

Now gratef ul all things animate 
Which live a moment and go hence, 

That all-absolved they may await 
Aad greet this day of innocence. 
(Kundty Au ttowly agam tifted her htad, lookt wilh moitt tyet im trrio%i. 

Parsifal: 
I saw them wither, that once lai^hed gaily, 
Are they, too, for rcdemption longing ? 
And e'en thine eyes with blessed dew are filling, — 
Thou'rt weepii^ — See, the fields are smilingl 
(He kistes her gtntty on ihe forekead.) 

Gumemant: 

Mid-day : — the time is come. 

Give leave, my Lord, that thy servant conduct thee. 

( C nn u ma iu has broughl ouf his manlU as a knight of the groll and wttk 

KuMr^i htlp, pUutt it vfon Parsifal who, solemnly taking up tht lance, vith 

Kimdry, tlowfy foütnos Gumemant, vtho leadt Ik« ttmy. Thi seent gradnallj 

ehangtt io a landteafe like that of the firsi aet. but from right to Uft. After a 

thort time tht three vre lest to tight aj the wood changes into vwlted pasiaget of 

rocki, Tk* ekiming of bells btcomes more and more audible in Ihe rocky iwtttj. 

Pinally the sctne opem into the great hall of the Grail Trmple, at in the firit act, 

MCW that the refettio» tablej are missing. Faint illuminatian. From ont tiit 

mpproach kmghtt of the grail hearing Tittirel in hit coffin, from Hu other a ntiriltr 

Irain eteorting Atnfortas on his litter, preceded by the grail i» itt thrim» and Pall 

First Train of Knights: 

With solemn steps, within Screening pall, 

The grail we bear to the altar ; 
What hide ye thcre in darksome shrine, 
And, mouming, hitherward bring? 
Second Train of Knights: 
A holy hero lies in the shrine, 

There, too, lies the heavenly pow'r, 
Which God Himself once took to His care — 
Titurel hitfier we brii^. 
First Train: 
How came he to die who had care divine, 
Whom God Himself protected? 
Second Train: 
The bürden of age o'erwhelmed him at last 

When the sight of the grail was denied him. 
First Train: 
Who was it withheld the lifc-giving vision? 
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Stcomd Trmm: 
Wm «oudi ye are bearing— thc cup't faithlMi kceptr. 

First Train: 
For the last titne, today, we bear bim hither 
That bis final Service may be giv'n to bis office. 

Both Trains: 
Anguish I For tiie last, last ttm« 

Do thy Office fulfill 
Sorrowl For the last, last tim« 

Guardian of the Grail, 

Do Uiy Office fullil I 

Amfortas: 
(Weariiy raiting kittutlf sli$küf.) 
Aye I Curse me I Let me be accurst I 
Your thoughts find echo in my heart. 
LJever yct would I take death from 3reu — 

For sin like mine a small atonement. 
My fatbert 
Biest in bonor o'er all heroes! 
Pure ; blameless ; to whom c'en angels made obeisance, 
For whom my life I'd gladly giv'n, 
To thee I brought death 1 
Tbou who art now before the bicssed Saviour, 
And gazing on His face, 
Beseech thou Him that His most sacred blood, 
If that today to the Templars 
Its blessii^ shall be granted, 
That with their new awaking 

IMy suff'ring may have surcease in death I 
Death — gracious, final, mercyl 
These terriblc tortures, this pain. 

Oh, end theml 
Put them to rest; and witb them my heart I 

In mercy, my f ather, as I plead 
Plead thou for me: 

"Redeemer, grant relief to my son I" 

Knights of the Graä: 
Uncover the grail I Do thy office I 
Thy f ather commandsl Thou mustl 
Amfortas: 
(Springinff *f m raging desfiair and nuhing t'nto the midtt of tht Imightt.') 
I Nol Nevermore! Hai 

/ Kind death is approaching! I feel it. 
/ Yet again ye'd summon me back to Itfe I 
1 Mad are ye alll 

1 Who to live would compel me 
I When 'tis for death I am longing? 
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Here am I — and here my bleedii^ wound. 
Out with your weaponsl Bury them deeply — 

Here, bere, tip to the hiltt 

Come, do not wa.ver I 
Use well your weapons and do not fail, 
Percbance then of itself shall shine the Graill 

Parsifal: 

(Tfu Mahtt kave aU fallen hack in ftar, Uaomg Amfortas tttmdmg alont im 
a korriblt tcsiasy. Fartifal, oecomfanifd by Gmmetnaiu tmd Kvndry, hat afftartd 
omnotictd omong tkt kmights. He now sttpt forviard and müh tfu povtt of Ihr 
'Ptar, touekts tht tidt of Atnforias.) 

For thee one help alone I Only the q>ear 
Which Struck the wound cati bring relief . 

(Tkf ftatuns of Amfortas light uf ai with taertd raptm-t. ■ Ht tlaggirs wilh 
fmoHo» tutd it supporied by CvnnmanM.) 

Be whole, forgiven and absolved ! 
Thy Office henccforth be my chaige ; 
And blest be all thy suiFring, 
Which gave compassion's power 
And wisdom's potent dower, 
To him, the fimrous f ool I 

{^Parsifal walkt toltmnly iowards the etntre, holdtmg Wflk Ikt tptar j» fromi 
ofhtmJ) 

The sacred lancc, behold I I bring it backi 
O crowning marvel of great joyl 
The spear which healed the bleeding body, 
Itsdf now drips a current ruddy. 

In conscious Idnship with Äe pulsii^ wave 
Which throbs within the holy vessel. 
Never ^;ain be it hid from sij^t I 

Uncover the grail 1 Open the shrine ! 
(Parsifal aseendt Uie supt to iht altar, takes Ikt grail out of itt thrint, wihieh 
kad been oPened by tkt youtks, and kneeU in silent praytr btfort it. A gradital 
glov> iUtnmnes Ike grail. Tht kall grows Ugkler.) 

Choirs: 
(Knigktt, voiett from ike middlt and /SNoJty from tk* keigkis of the dornt.) 
Wonder of salvation: 
Redemption to the Saviour 1 
(_A ray of Ught falls from tke dorne and ike grail glowt in fM rtfulgtnee. A 
dove soars down from Ike heightt and kovers ovtr Pmrtifafi head. Kundry. k*r 
face lifltd to Parsifafi, slowly sinks lifeleis to the fioor. Amfortas and GÜme- 
•KOKS ineel i» komage before Parsifal, wko viavet Ikt praU im bleisimg ovtr tke 
tiordüppimg eompamy of imghti. Stow cmriain.) 
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Player-piano Value is Primarily 
a question of Quality 



AUTOTONE 

"The Perfect Player-Piano" 

ANY price is too much to pay for a player-piano, 
■ the quality of which is not rieht. It has always 
been cur policy to make the Hardman Autotone as 
artistically perfect and practica! as possible, and 
afterwards to price it as low as possible. In this day 
of so many counterfeit player-piano values, it is highly 
important that you remember to depend on an 
Instrument like the Hardman Autotone, the makcrs 
of which have always steadfastly refused to com- 
promise the Ideals of artistry and craftmanship for 
expediency's sake. Right in quality — and quality 
that is priced right — the Hardman Autotone. 

Convenient Terms 



HARDMAN, PECK & CO. 

FOUNDED 1842 

433 Fifth Ave., New York 47-51 Fiatbush Ave., Brooklyn 

EIGHTY YEARS OF fInE PIANO MAKING 
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